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ESOTERIC  PRINTING 
BY 

HAMILTON  I.  NEWELL,  INC. 


Mass  Hysteria  is  generally  intended 
to  be  either  humorous  or  satiric. 
However,  we've  a  few  things  to  say  that 
are — believe  it  or  not— serious. 

In  this  issue,  once  again,  there  is  a  lot 
of  satire  and  humor  directed  at  the  so- 
called  right  wing  and  the  conservative 
establishment  in  general.  Yet,  as  a 
humor  and  satire  magazine.  YAHOO 
must  be  extremely  careful  not  not  to 
become  a  political  mouthpiece  for  any 
one  faction,  right  or  left.  We-  must 
constantly  strive  to  maintain  the 
position  of  the  independent  critic,  to  see 
and  expose  all  absurdities,  faults,  and 
hypocrisies,  whether  they  be  those  of 
our  friends,  our  "enemies,"  or  our- 
selves. 

Because  of  these  beliefs,  we  of 
YAHOO  have  tried  to  balance  criticism 
of  the  right,  the  left,  and  the  apathetic. 
But  we  have  run  into  several  severe 
problems  and  setbacks.  What  once 
could  easily  have  been  identified  as 
satire  has  become  a  very  serious  part  of 
the  rhetoric  and  ideology  of  many,  if  not 
all.  extremist  groups. 

In  order  to  write  an  effective  piece  of 
satire,  it  is  generally  necessary  to 
exaggerate  the  inconsistencies,  faults, 
and  hypocrisies  of  the  subject  to  the 
point  where  they  are  obviously  absurd. 
But  many  extreme  political  groups 
have  already  reached  the  point  of  ob- 
vious absurdity,  both  in  rhetoric  and  in 
practice,  making  it  virtually  impossible 
to  satirize  them. 

The  far  right  and  the  far  left, 
especially,  have  rejected  reason,  logic, 
and  even" reality,  building  in  their  place 
absurdist  fantasy  worlds,  peopled  with 
mind-monsters  and  missionaries,  self- 
styled  gods  and  kings,  all  driven  on- 
ward by  illusions  of  power  or,  oc- 
casionally, by  naive  visions  of  Utopia. 
Their  fantasies  become  real  to  them. 


and  suddenly  expediency  and 
rationalizations  replace  ethical  in- 
tegrity. The  end  becomes  a  justification 
for  the  means — any  means. 

Thus  we  find  the  ironic  phrases  which 
are  no  longer  jokes:  "kill  for  peace", 
"we  have  to  destroy  it  to  save  it", 
"what  are  a  few  lives  for  such  a  worthy 
cause?",  and  others.  These  come  with 
equal  sincerity  from  both  the  far  right 
and  the  far  left.  Democracy  as  an  at- 
tainable ideal  may  be  slowly  going 
down  the  drain;  but  instead  of  putting 
in  the  plug,  extremists  of  both  sides  are 
installing  pumps  to  speed  the  process. 

What  is  the  point  of  saying  this  in  a 
humor  and  satire  magazine?  How  does 
it  concern  YAHOO?  Briefly,  humor  and 
satire  are  based  upon  reason- 
especially  satire.  Both  concern 
themselves  with  the  irrational  elements 
of  man  and  society  from  a  sometimes 
carefully  hidden  base  of  reason.  Their 
purpose  is  to  make  us  aware  of  our 
inconsistencies,  our  faults,  and  our 
hypocrisies;  to  get  us  to  laugh  at 
ourselves  when  we  act  irrationally ;  .to 
make  us  see  our  faults  so  that  we  will 
change  what  we  can  and  learn  to  cope 
with  what  we  cannot. 

But  the  important  point  is  that  they 
depend  on  a  relatively  rational 
audience  for  their  existence— they  can 
have  little  effect,  if  any,  upon  an 
audience  that  has  chosen  to  relinquish 
its  hold  on  reason. 

Quite  obviously,  then,  we  are  con- 
cerned. We  are  concerned  as  editors  of 
a  humor  and  satire  magazine  that 
depends  on  reason  and  a  basic  ob- 
jectivity among  its  readers;  because  if 
(when?)  people  become  irrational  to 
the  point  of  absurdity,  and  can  no 
longer  laugh  at  themselves  or  the 
world,  YAHOO  must  die.  And  we  are 
concerned  as  people,  because  we 
believe  in  reason  and  in  a  willingness  to 
seek  solutions  to  problems  using  that 
reason,  rather  than  capitulating  to 
escapist  fantasies  and  destroying  what 
chances  there  are  for  people  to  come 
together. 

We  don't  believe  that  you  can 
convince  people  with  insults  or 
violence,  any  more  than  the  Pentagon 
can  convince  the  Vietnamese  people  of 
anything  by  destroying  their  country 
with  bombs,  chemicals,  and  bullets. 
And  it  would  be  nothing  short  of  ab- 
solute, total  hypocrisy  for  us  to  excuse 
such  tactics  by  claiming  that  "we  are 
right  and  they  are  wrong."  Our  only- 
chance  is  to  stop  the  polarization,  look 
at  each  other  as  people,  and  come 
together— laughing. 

Peace! 
The  Editors 
and  Yushnik 
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CAMPUS  CENTER 
CONSPIRACY 

UNFOLDS 

Early  this  month,  YAHOO 
learned  from  informed  sources 
in  the  construction  industry  the 
real  reason  that  the  Campus 
Center  will  be  late  in  opening. 
Further  investigation  by  this 
reporter  revealed  a  conspiracy 
involving  the  Construction 
company,  the  University  Ad- 
ministration, and  officials  in 
the  State  Government,  who 
independently  and  collectively 
with  malice  of  forethought, 
delayed  work  and  kept  this  vital 
information  from  the  students 
and  the  general  public. 

In  mid-March,  officials  of  the 
state  arrived  on  this  campus  to 
check  on  the  progress  of  the 
building  so  that  its  opening 
would  not  hamper  the 
scheduled  State  Democratic 
Convention  to  be  held  at  the 
center.  While  on  this  inspection, 
several  officials  noted  that  all 
of  the  rooms  on  the  second  floor 
had  numbers  beginning  with 


the  digit  "3",  while  all  of  the 
rooms  on  the  third  floor  began 
with  the  digit  "2".  An  im- 
mediate check  of  the  floor 
blueprints  confirmed  their 
suspicions;  the  third  floor  had 
been  built  before  the  second. 

Speaking  with  one  of  the 
foreman  on  the  job  revealed 
that  it  was  at  this  point  that 
they  decided  they  would 
have  to  stall  for  time  in  order 
to  plan  their  next  move 
to  rectify  the  situation,  and  thus 
the  conspiracy  came  into 
existance.  Coffee  breaks  were 
lengthened,  work  whistles  were 
blown  moments  early,  but  not 
enough  time  was  gained,  so  a 
strike  was  proposed  for  April. 
The  unnamed  foreman  further 
stated  that  it  was  decided  to 
have  specialists  in  floor 
planning  and  design  cross 
county  lines  to  join  the  cabal 
and  advise  on  possible 
corrections.  They,  too, 
diligently  guarded  the  secret. 

When  confronted  with  the 
already  uncovered  facts,  a 
highly  placed  official  in 
Whitmore  said:  "They're  going 
to  have  a  hell  of  a  time  swit- 
ching those  floors  around!" 

By  Jack  Koch 


Once  upon  a  time,  there  was  a 
man  whose  name  was  Gregory 
Harold  Frederick  Jonathan 
Shit.  He  did  not  particularly 
appreciate  the  name,  and 
decided  to  legally  change  it.  He 
walked  into  the  local  court- 
house, told  the  judge  his  name, 
and  asked  to  have  it  changed. 
"Of  course,"  replied  the  judge. 
"What  would  you  like  to  have  it 
changed  to?"  The  man  looked 
up  and  replied,  "Yer  Honor,  I 
want  to  change  Gregory  Harold 
Frederick  Jonathan  to  John." 


How  does  an  Italian  take  a 

bubble  bath? 

He  sits  in  the  mud  and  farts. 


Why  do  Polaks  wear  turtleneck 
sweatshirts? 

To  hide  their  flea  collars! 


Something  new  has  been 
added!  In  case  you  have  not 
noticed,  the  flagpoles  on  Haigis 
Mall  have  just  been  fitted  with 
ratcatchers  of  the  type  usually 
employed  in  keeping  rats  from 
climbing  up  the  mooring 
hawsers  of  ships.  The  reason: 

In  the  YAHOO  office  the 
other  week,  the  editors  were 
discussing  what  a  coup  it  would 
be  for  some  enterprising  soul  to 
climb  the  flagpoles  and  steal 
the  large  gold  ball  on  the  top  of 
each  one.  The  ever-present 
listeners  (The  YAHOO  office  is 
bugged)  apparently  decided  to 
cut  out  the  chance  of  such  an 
embarressment,  and  put  up  the 
ratcathers. 

Well,  in  a  way,  it's  com- 
forting to  know  that  the 
University  won't  let  anybody 
grab  its  balls. 
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HAIL 

ML 
LIBERTY  I 

by  Vincent  Gauron 

The  students,  all  naked,  had 
formed  a  circle,  and  with  their 
arms  slung  over  each  other's 
shoulders,  began  to  sing;  a  joint 
was  lit  and  quietly  passed 
around.  Directly  in  back  of 
them  was  Serenity  Pond,  its 
banks  filled  with  embracing 
couples  in  various  stages  of  the 
act  of  love.  It  was  a  typical 
afternoon  at  Mount  Liberty  and 
everybody  was  happy. 

Listed  in  the  catalogues  as 
the  nation's  first  liberated 
college,  Mount  Liberty  offered 
to  its  students  a  narrow  but 
highly  specialized  choice  of 
curriculum:  love  or  drugs.  The 
institution's  founder  and 
president  was  Lincoln  Pear- 
tree,  inheritor  of  the  Joshua 
Peartree  olive  fortune;  the 
college  was  the  culmination  of 
an  afternoon  of  his  spent 
wondering  how  to  better  the 
world.  Under  his  meticulous 
care  the  college  quickly 
blossomed;  grading  was  for- 
bidden, smug  professors  on 
tenure,  after  the  lucrative 
salary  offered,  were  blacklisted 
before  they  even  went  into  their 
interviews,  and  organized 
religion  in  all  forms  was 
strictly  prohibited.  Students 
were  thus  allowed  to  commune 
with  God  directly,  freed  from 
the  troublesome  task  of 
negotiating  with  a  superfluous 
middleman.  The  college's  only 
entrance  requirements  were 
doffing  one's  clothes  at  its  gates 


and  memorizing  the  school's 
motto:  do  it  on  your  own.  The 
institution's  students  were 
quick  to  take  it  to  heart;  the 
school's  infirmary  staff  soon 
found  itself  working  overtime 
distributing  contraceptive 
devices  and  manufacturing 
acid. 

This  was  a  typical  afternoon 
at  Mount  Liberty  and  because  it 
was  so  typical,  the  boy  and  girl 
were  happy.  They  were  also  in 
love. 


Walking  together,  they  slowly 
came  upon  the  campus  forest. 
Suddenly,  the  girl  stopped, 
pointing  to  a  blade  of  grass. 
Rushing  over  to  it,  she  plucked 
it  from  the  ground  and,  grin- 
ning, ran  back  to  the  boy  and 
put  it  in  his  hand.  He  smiled  and 
held  it  up  against  the  sky. 
"Beauty,  Theodora,"  he  said, 
grinning,  "this  is  beauty."  She 
smiled,  took  his  hand,  and  they 
continued  walking.  A  few 
(continued  on  page  11) 


REMEMBER  WHEN  YOU  WERE  GLAD  HE 
DECIDED  NOT  TO  RUN? 
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by  Kevin  V.  Moore 

ACROSS 

1.  Jock's  specialty 
5.  Chimmney  fillings 
9.  Transgression 

12.  Cain's  brother 

13.  Hotels 

14.  Before  (Poet.) 

15.  Chem  majors  dish 

17.  Half  of  each 

18.  Abbreviation  of  rocks 

19.  Shore  bird 

21.  A  runt  with  an  eye  in  the  middle. 
23.  How  Beharry  walked 

27.  Father  (slang) 

28.  Antenna  on  a  plane 

29.  After  sefen 
31.  Short  lull 

34.  Ship  List  (abbr.) 

35.  Favorite  deer 

38.  Compass  direction 

39.  Cry 

41.  Chinese  money 

42.  What  MacDonald  said 
44.  Edgar  Simpson  (init.) 
46.  Plural  of  past  pres. 
48.  Do  it  


One  who  dies 
Art  100 
Pronoun 


55.  Super": 


59.  Part  of  2b 

60.  Opposite  of  ferst 

62.  Type  of  car,  or  girl 

63.  Get  one  for  your  son 

64.  English  noble 

65.  Still  minus  s 

66.  Fooled  you 

67.  Again 

DOWN 

1.  Even 

2.  Lincoln 

3.  Put 

4.  With  a  slot 

5.  Hindu  guitar 

6.  Atop 

7.  Number 

8.  Russian  ruler 

9.  Breakfast  reading 

10.  Press 

11.  After  me 

16.  How  fishermen  catch  fish 
20.  "Our  Faculty" 

22.  Opposite  of  down 

23.  Same  as  1  Across 

24.  Guthrie 

25.  Note  of  scale 

26.  Expire 

30.  What  the  Tsar  accomplished 

32.  You  and  I,  why? 

33.  Possesive  of  Leo 


36.  Long  skinny  thing  like  a  snake,  but 
not  a  snake 

37.  Weaken  (two  words) 
40.  Whipped 

43. 1 4  of  elevator 
45.  Spanish  yes 

47.  Opposite  of  proximl 

48.  What  Agnew  needs 

49.  Spiritual  Leader 

50.  Egypts  river 

54.  Coffe,   ,  or  me? 

56.  Per  square  inch 

57.  Same  as  36  down? 

58.  Raymond  Douglas  Lattege  (abbr.) 
(actualyl  there  is  no  such  person,  but 
what's  a  mother  to  do??) 

61.  Semen  Recruit  (Seaman??) 
62  There  is  no  62. 
63.  No  63  either 


What's  black  and  white  and  has 
two  eyes? 

— Moshe    Dyan  and 
Sammy  Davis,  Jr. 

(continued  from  page  12) 
Range."  The  five  minutes 
passed  and  Fielding  stuck  his 
head  down  through  the  hatch. 
"Well,  commander,  their  time 
is  up.  Looks  like  we're  going  to 
have  a  chance  to  test  out 
Congress'  new  Squatters'  Act, 
after  all."  The  commander 
grinned,  hopped  out  onto  the 
deck,  and  began  waving  to  the 
other  tanks.  The  barrels 
lowered  upon  the  singing  people 
and  then  opened  up.  In  a  few 
minutes  all  of  them  were  dead. 
Afterword 
Mount  Liberty  no  longer 
exists.  In  its  place  proudly 
stands  the  "Stop  and  P" 
supermarket.  It  is  a  friendly 
supermarket  and  it  is  very 
clean.  It  has  done  a  lot  for  the 
town  of  Newcenter.  Most  of  the 
market's  employees  are 
townsfolk,  and  at  the  end  of 
fifty  years  of  service,  will  get  a 
pension  plus  all  the  hard-boiled 
eggs  they  can  eat.  Nobody  ever 
mentions  Mount  Liberty 
anymore.  Why  should  anybody 
talk  about  the  past,  when 
everybody  has  such  a  won- 
derful future  to  look  forward  to 
in  Newcenter. 
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WORLD  ALLIANCE  FOR  REPRESSION 


WHY  SEND  C.A.R.E.  PACKAGES, 
WHEN  YOU  CAN  SEND  WAR. 

Just  one  dollar  of  your  money  will  defoliate  three  dangerous 
rice  paddies,  drop  one  five-megaton  bomb  on  the  enemy  village 
of  your  choice,  or  drop  fifty  gallons  of  napalm  on  those  dast- 
ardly commies.  Just  lie  back  and  imagine  the  smiles  on  the 
faces  of  our  allies  as  they  watch  your  gifts  fall  like  rain  from 
heaven,  knowing  that  someone  back  here  in  the  states  is  think- 
ing of  them. 

Send  YOUR  dollar  today,  to : 

W.A.R. 
Box  493817 
U  Phuc  Dup 
Vietnam  01002 


(An  equal  opportunity  destroyer) 
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Editorial 

"Zap  them  Gooks" 
Friends,  you  hold  in  your 
hand  the  first  issue  of  the 
Y.A.F.F.  newspaper,  COUNT- 
ERPOINTEDHEAD. We  know- 
that  you  must  be  tired  of 
reading  all  that  lying  left-wing 
propaganda  so  common  on 
college  campuses,  and  eager  to 
sink  your  conservative  teeth 
into  some  good  lying  right-wing 
propaganda  for  a  change.  We 
hope  that  you  are  our  kind  of 
people.  If  you're  tired  of  all  the 
demands  of  the  nigras,  if  you 
think   that   candy  vending 


machines  are  a  step  toward  the 
welfare  state,  if  you  think  that 
we  should  achieve  victory  in 
Southeast  Asia  at  any  cost, 
using  any  means,  if  you  think 
the  U.S.  is  going  to  hell  on  a 
sled,  then  step  right  up  and 
shake  my  hand,  brother,  and 
together,  we'll  rebuild  the  old 
world,  a  world  of  just  plain 
folks  who  all  think  like  good 
Americans,  a  world  of  no  uppity 
nigras,  a  world  where  all  people 
will  point  to  us  and  say  'There  is 
the  master  nation.' 


Politics 

CONSERVATIVE  STARS 
RIDE  AGAIN 

The  1960's  saw  the  rise  of 
such  one-time  great  movie 
stars  as  Ronald  Reagan  and 
George  Murphy  from  the 
stage  to  the  conservative 
political  spotlight.  Now  it  looks 
as  if  the  right-thinkers  of  the 
nation  will  once  again  be 
treated  to  the  privelege  of  being 
able  to  vote  for  someone  they 
once  idolized  on  the  screen. 
Yes,  Howdy  Doody  is  running 
for  Congress  on  the  (what 
else?)  Republican  ticket. 

In  an  exclusive  interview, 
Doody  stated  that  'the  U.S.  is 
going  to  hell  on  a  sled  and  I 
can't  stand  by  and  let  that 
happen.' 

Another  screen  favorite 
rising  from  retirement  to  help 
his  country  is  the  ever -popular 
Cheetah,  star  of  a  number  of 
Tarzan  movies.  In  another 
interview,  Cheetah  told  Danny 
Pea,       Jr.,       a  COUN- 


TERPOINTEDHEAD staffer, 
that  he  knew  that  unless  the 
U.S.  became  more  con- 
servative and  listened  to  him 
and  Spiro  Agnew,  it  was  sure  to 
be  destroyed  from  within. 


Music 

BOB  DYLAN  COMES  OVER 
TO  OUR  SIDE 

You  remember  when  Bob 
Dylan  used  to  be  a  long-haired 
and  long-winded  protest  singer. 
How  we  all  used  to  turn  our 
transistor  radios  to  another 
channel  when  he  came  on.  Well, 
that  old  Bob  Dylan  is  gone 
forever,  and  in  his  place  is  a 
new  one,  a  Bob  Dylan  who  no 
longer  shouts  in  a  raucous  voice 
about  leftist  causes  such  as 


peace,  freedom  and  happiness. 

Yes,  Bob  Dylan  has  become 
one  of  us.  All  one  has  to  do  is 
listen  to  the  lyrics  of  his  newest 
song  'Going  to  Hell  On  A  Sled', 
and  one  sees  that  Dylan,  like  all 
right-thinkers,  has  come  to 
believe  that  there  is  something 
more  important  than  happiness 
and  freedom  to  be  found  in  the 
world. 

SDS  ATTACK  CAUSES  YAFF 
MOVE 

A  totally  unprecedented 
attack  on  the  headquarters  of 
the  YAFF  yesterday  by  the 
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hippie  Commie  pinko  SDS 
caused  three  of  the  four 
members  of  the  Massachusetts 
YAFF  to  move  from  one  room 
to  another. 

At  12:15,  just  as  the  Mass. 
YAFF  chapter  was  unwrapping 
its  tuna  fish  sandwiches  for  a 
quick  Republican  lunch,  a 
wildeyed  youth  with  a  red- 
white-and-blue  shirt  on  ran  into 
the  office,  shrieked  'Peace!' 
and  lobbed  a  teddy-bear  filled 
with  itching  powder  into  the 
room,  and  fled. 

Pandemonium  broke  out,  as 
the  caustic  powder  filled  the 
room.  The  three  YAFF 
members,  acting  with  great 
presence  of  mind,  ran  into  the 
toilet  and  locked  the  door.  When 
they  ventured  out  five  hours 
later,  the  office  was  covered 
with  itching  powder  and  their 
tuna  fish  sandwiches  had  been 
rendered  totally  inedible. 

This  cowardly  attack  by 
radical  leftists  was  totally 
unfair,  and  is  just  another  event 
which  goes  to  show  that  the  U.S. 
is  going  to  hell  on  a  sled,  and 
will  be  destroyed  unless  you 
listen  to  us. 


OH,  we've  told  you  time  and 
time  again  that  the  dirty  Reds 
have  been  scheming  for  years 
to  get  us  and  nail  democracy  to 
the  wall.  We've  told  you  that  the 
U.S.  is  going  to  hell  on  a  sled 
and  you  haven't  listened  to  us. 
Now  it  has  happened:  Leftist 
judge  Julius  Hoffman  has 
loosed  the  Chicago  conspirators 
on  us  again.  Once  more  they 
are  free  to  incite  riots,  to  cross 
state  lines,  and  to  loose  the 
seeds  of  horror  and  anarchy  on 
our  unsuspecting  heads.  Boy  oh 
boy,  unless  you  listen  to  us  the 
U.S.  is  sure  to  be  undermined. 


Article 

TO  THOSE  WHO  OPPOSE 
THE  LEFT 

The  real  enemy  is  Communism 


Ad  for  the  Young  Conservatives 
Hey  Kids! 

Are  you  sick  and  Tired  of 
listening  to  longhaired  faggots? 
Do  you  want  to  bomb  the  Gooks 
dead? 

THEN 

Join  the  Young  Conservatives! 
The  Only  GOOD  Party! 

If  you  Support: 

An  end  to  the  Vietnam  war 
through  Death  for  all  Commies 
Curbing  campus  violence  by 
castrating  all  SDS  members 
An  end  to  all  uppity  Nigras 
More  and  More  Bombs  (More 
than  they  got,  anyway) 
No  more  propaganda 
President      Nixon,  Vice 
President    Agnew,  Senator 
Barry  Goldwater,  Grandfather 
Clock,   Bunny   Rabbit,  Willy 
Brandt,    Valerie  Solanas, 
Oswald  Tippo  and  Robert 
DePugh, 

join  THE  YOUNG  CON- 
SERVATIVES! 

Don't  let  America  go  to  hell  on  a 
sled.  Listen  to  us  or  the  U.S. 
will  be  undermined  from 
within. 


We've  recently  noticed  a  lot 
of  uproar  about  ecology  and 
pollution  of  the  environment. 
The  slick,  oily  head  of  the 
Department  of  the  Inferior, 
Walter  Hickey,  has  gone  so  far 
as  to  imply  that  pollution  is, 
perhaps,  bad!  Even  political 
extremists  are  joining  this 
absurd  cause,  failing  to  un- 
derstand the  value  of  extinction 
through  pollution. 

It  was  thought  for  many 
years  that  the  major  difference 
between  Man  and  His  fellow 
animals  was  the  ability  to  use 
reason.  But  no  one  could  prove 
it  with  tangible  facts. 

Then  someone  theorized  that 
war  is  unique  to  Humans.  This 
theory  is  widely  disbelieved, 
however,  due  to  recent  ex- 
periments with  rodents  that 
lead  to  other  conclusions. 

But  now  Our  belief  in  Our 
superiority,  in  Our  difference 
from  other  animals,  can  be 
proven  beyond  any  doubt, 
thanks  to  the  miracle  of 
pollution.  I  defy  You  to  name 
one  other  species  that  is 
capable  of  wiping  itself  out  by 
artificial  pollution! 

To  slowly  and  artificially 
pollute  an  entire  planet  to  the 
point  where  major  ecological 
systems  break  down,  where 
previously  impossible 
mutations  occur  at  all  levels  of 
existence,  where  ultimate 
doom  is  inevitable,  will  be  to 
prove  for  once  and  for  all  the 
Man  is  more  intelligent  than 
His  fellow  creatures. 

Power  to  the  Environment ! 

Yushnik 
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Power  To  The  Pill 

by  Axel 

The  Massachusetts  Legislature,  in  its  quest  for 
a  means  to  make  a  better  society,  has  voted 
down  the  legalization  of  the  sale  of  con- 
traceptives in  Massachusetts  for    con- 
secutive years.  It  is  rumored,  however,  that 
based  on  the  testimony  taken  in  secret  sessions 
of  the  Legislature's  own  Committee  On  Con- 
traceptive Knowledge,  those  favoring  birth 
control  will  finally  persuade  a  majority  to  vote 
for  the  legal  dissemination  of  anti-insemination 
devices.  As  a  public  service,  YAHOO  has  ob- 
tained a  transcript  of  those  highly  secret 
proceedings,  which  it  reproduces  here  with  the 
hope  that  further  reproduction  will  not  be 
necessary.  Let  us  pray  that  in  our  great  Com- 
monwealth, through  the  unflagging  efforts  of 
such  public  servants  as  Senator  Harringbone 
and  his  Committee,  existing  birth  control  laws 
will  soon  be  changed. 


The  following  is  the  transcript  of  Senator 
Harringbone's  proceedings  in  the  Committee  on 
Contraceptive  Knowledge  (COCK)  as  supplied  to 
us  by  a  highly  buyable  source: 

Dated:  January  13,  1970.  In  the  name  of  the 
Commonwealth  of  Massachusetts  and  those  I  do 
Represent,  I,  Jock  Harringbone,  do  convene  this 
hearing  of  COCK.  Please  call  the  first  witness  for 
testimony,  Rep.  Hatchet. 
The  Committee  calls  Martha. 
COCK:  What  is  your  occupation,  Martha? 
Martha:  I'm  a  street  walker,  honey,  on  Beacon 
Hill.  Hi  Jock,  honey!  How  are  you,  doll? 
Sen.  Harringbone:  Shut  up,  you  little  nymph. 
COCK:  In  what  capacity  do  you  wish  to  present 
evidence  to  this  Committee? 
Martha:  Huh? 

COCK :  What  is  it  that  you  do  that  has  anything  to 
do  with  this  hearing? 

Martha:  Listen  honey,  if  you  don't  know  that,  I'd 
be  glad  to  show  you. 

COCK:  Please  confine  your  evidence  to  a  verbal 
report  only,  Martha.  Let  us  establish  first,  is  that 
your  real  name? 

Martha:  No  Sir,  it's  a  pseudonymph. 
COCK:  You  mean  a  false  name? 
Martha:  Listen,  buster,  nothing  of  mine  is  false! 
Sen.  Harringbone:  Get  on  with  the  testimony. 
Martha:  Jocky,  you  were  the  one  who  told  me 
never  to  tell  people  my  real  name.  And  I  don't 
blame  you  guys  either,  for  not  wanting  the 


papers  to  find  out,  cause  if  they  ever  heard  all 
the  guys  I  get  to  see.  .  .why,  I  bet  the  reporters 
would  give  anything  to  get  into  my  pants— just  to 
see  my  name  tag! 

COCK:  How  many  members  of  the  Legislature 
do  you  see,  Martha? 

Martha:  One  for  each  Senator,  of  course,  you 
silly  boy. 
COCK:  Oh. 

Martha :  Yeah,  and  some  aren't  much  to  speak  of 
either.  But  my  Jocky's,  over  there,  he's  got 
the.  .  . 

Sen.  Harringbone:  Shut  up  you  little  chit. 
COCK:  Martha,  would  you  tell  the  members,  er, 
Senators  on  this  Committee  how  you  are  able  to 
continue  on  the  job  without  becoming  pregnant? 
Martha :  I  just  pop  one  of  these  little  pills  in  my 
mouth  each  night,  (presents  as  evidence  a  gold 
box  containing  a  small  quantity  of  white  pills  on 
a  punch  card)  Do  you  like  the  fancy  box?  The 
Governor  himself  gave  it  to  me  one  night  after 
L  .  . 

COCK:  Thank  you,  Martha.  That  is  the  in- 
formation we  wish  to  have  recorded,  I  believe.  If 
I  may  call  the  next  witness?  Sister  Emaculata 
Conceptione. 

(Martha  leaves  the  witness  stand.  Sister  is 
seated.) 

Sis:  If  I  may,  Sir,  I  would  like  to  read  you  a 

statement  from  the  Archbishop.  (Long  voluntary 

of  trumpets  sound  from  above,  followed  by  one 

involuntary) 

COCK:  What  was  that? 

Sis:  Angelic  trumpets.  The  Archbishop  always 
likes  them  to  make  the  point. 
(More  trumpets) 

Sis:  (Reading)  "In  the  name  of  the  Father  and 
the  Son  and.  .  ." 

COCK:  Enough  with  the  plugs  for  the  family, 
read  the  message. 

Sis:  "As  Archbishop  of  Greater  and  Lesser 
Boston,  I  hearby  decree  that  birth  control  shall 
never  be  taught  or  even  mentioned  in  the 
Catholic  schools  of  this  State,  and  that's  final,  no 
matter  what,  and  I  mean  it." 
COCK:  How  can  the  Archbishop  be  so  sure  the 
people  will  adhere  to  his  order  not  to  discuss 
birth  control  in  parochial  schools,  Sister? 
Sis:  He  just  sold  the  last  one  to  the  State 
yesterday. 

COCK:  What  does  he  do  with  all  the  money  from 
those  schools? 

Sis:  He  buys  us  nuns  trips  to  London  and  Sweden. 
We  aren't  allowed  to  use  the  pill  either. 
COCK:  Next  witness,  please.  Thank  you,  Sister. 
The  Committee  calls  Moisha  Dayon. 
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(Sister  turns  witness  stand  to  next  witness) 
Moisha:  SO?  Vats  new?  You  called,  maybe? 
COCK:  Mr.  Dayon,  we  appreciate  your  flying  all 
the  way  from  your  command  post  in  Isreal  to 
testify  here.  We  know  you,  of  all  people,  can  give 
us  advice  on  how  to  win  our  battle  for  population 
control. 

Moisha :  Yeh,  vel  hurry  up.  I  gotta  get  back  to  the 
store,  soon.  Ve're  going  to  steal  anodda  radar 
station. 

COCK:  It's  amazing  how  your  men  can  sneak  in 

an  out  so  quickly.  How  do  they  do  it? 

Moisha:    They  use  chicken  fat   instead  of 

vaseline. 

COCK:  What  about  birth  control,  Mr.  Dayon? 
Moisha:  Vel,  ve  in  Isreal  have  a  poifect  method, 
vich  is  so  cheap  and  so  easy  you  in 
Massachusetts  have  got  to  try  it.  You  take  three 
or  four  bagels,  see,  and  you  put  them  on  your 
thing,  see,  and  the  thing  couldn't  go  in  too  far 
that  vay,  and  so  there's  no  babies.  99  per  cent 
effective!  My  vife  and  I  use  it  all  the  time  and 
look  at  us. 

COCK:  But  you  do  have  a  son,  don't  you,  Mr. 
Dayon? 

Moisha:  Vel,  alas,  I  do,  but  that  is  the  one  per 
cent  problem.  You  see,  one  night  I  put  on  the 
bagels  and  I  thought,  vel,  I  might  as  veil  give  the 
vife  a  real  good  time  so  put  on  a  little  lux,  some 
cream  cheese,  lettuce,  a  bissel  a  cold  cuts. 
COCK:  Sounds  delicious! 
Moisha:  That's  just  it.  It  looked  so  good  I  ate  it 
myself.  And  then  ve  vere  out  of  bagels.  So  vhat 
can  you  do? 

COCK:  Well,  Mr.  Dayon,  we  can  recommend 
your  method  to  the  public,  anyway.  It  might  give 
a  wider  appeal  to  our  campaign— involve  that 
elusive  homosexual  constituency  we've  so  far 
failed  to  attract. 

Moisha:  Vel,  if  you  go  after  homo's,  I'm  getting 

out  of  here.  Better  those 

Moisha:  Vel,  if  you  go  after  homo's,  I'm  getting 

out  of  here.  Better  those  shmocks  on  the  camels 

than  some  queer  from  Boston! 

(Mr.  Dayon  leaves  in  great  haste.  Martha 

returns  to  the  witness  stand.) 

Martha:  Hey  Jocky,  was  that  guy  a  foreigner? 

Sen.  Harringbone:  Yes,  Martha,  he  was  from 

Israel.  Why? 

Martha:  Well,  before  our  meeting  here,  he  took 
me  to  the  back  room  of  a  delicatessen  in 
Brookline  and  he  took  these  bagels,  see,  and  this 
stuff  he  called  lux,  and.  .  . 
Sen.  Harringbone:  All  right,  all  right,  we  know! 
Martha:  Why  can't  you  treat  me  nice  like  that, 
Jocky?  I  like  a  little  spice  in  life,  a  little  variety. 


Sen.  Harringbone:  Not  now,  Martha.  Not 
now.  .  . 

Martha:  I  don't  like  the  taste  of  those  pills, 
either,  Jocky.  They  make  me  nauseous.  I 
stopped  taking  them. 

Sen.  Harringbone:  You  did  what?  Oh  my  god! 

Martha:   You  don't  have  to  worry,  Jocky, 

because  I'm  not  sure  I  like  the  taste  of  any  of  you 

Boston  boys,  either.  I'm  going  off  with  that 

foreigner.  He  knows  how  to  make  a  girl  happy. 

Mr.  Moisha,  wait  for  me.  .  . 

(Martha  leaves  the  Committee  room  crying.) 

Rep.  Hatchet:  If  I  may  speak  for  the  Committee, 

I  believe  our  honor  has  been  sallied! 

Sen.  Harringbone:  Rep.  Hatchet,  your  words,  in 

truth,  cut  me  to  the  quick. 

Rep.  Hatchet:  Prithee,  Jocky,  what  shall  we  do? 

Sen.  Harringbone:  Listen,  Hatchet,  I  can't  hack 

the  eloquent  language  bit— I  think  that  we've  just 

been  screwed. 

Rep.  Hatchet:  Your  right,  Jock.  This  means 
war! 

— fini— 
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WHERE  ARE   THEY  NOW? 


John  Q.  Public  is  still  around. 
You  may  remember  him  as 
sneaking  around  in  the  twenties 
after  the  then  illegal  substance, 
alcohol,  casually  violating  what 
he  considered  a  "ridiculous 
law." 


Today,  ironically,  he  condemns 
those  "social  misfits  and  effete 
bastards"  who  smoke  "dat 
stuff"  (i.e.,  marijuana)  in 
casual  violation  of  what  they 
consider  a  "ridiculous  law." 


In  China  there  is  a  little  town 
on  an  island  in  the  midst  of  a 
great  river.  A  bridge  joins  the 
island  with  the  mainland,  but 
because  of  its  length,  it  is 
subjected  to  great  stress.  Many 
centuries  ago,  to  counter  the 
stress,  the  clever  Chinese 
developed  an  expansion  gap 
which  would  last  for  about 
twenty  years,  or  about  one 
generation.  Each  new 
generation  would  have  to  check 
the  gap  and  adjust  it,  so  that  the 
bridge  would  not  crumble  into 
the  river.  As  the  years  passed, 
the  ceremony  became  more 
and  more  ornate  and  ritualistic. 
YAHOO's  travel  editor 
recommends  that  anyone 
visiting  mainland  China  in  the 
month  of  August  be  sure  to  visit 
the  Island  and  watch  the 
colorful  and  interesting 
ceremony  of  gapping  the 
generation  bridge. 


Song  of  the  South  ( W.A.S.P.  Style) 
Oh,  I  come  from  Alabama  with  my  hatchet  on  my  knee. 
My  name  is  George  C.  Wallace,  I'm  as  red-necked  as  can  be. 
I'm  opposed  to  federal  government  and  big  bureaucracy, 
And  anyone  who's  not  a  W.A.S.P.  ain't  good  enough  for  me. 
I'm  George  Wallace,  so  don't  you  cry  for  me, 
For  I'm  here  to  fill  the  country  with  police  brutality. 

Contributed  (Quite facetiously)  by  Paul  Harvey 


Myron  doesn't  want  to  drink 
Water  that's  as  black  as  ink 
But  he  and  Red 
Still  praise  Con  Ed 
Myron  is  a  fink. 

Walter  Hickel  is  a  slick 
operator. 


VOTE  IN  THE  MAY  REFERENDUM  QUESTION  ON  THE 
WAR!!! 

SHOULD  SPIRO  AGNEW  BE  SENT  TO  VIETNAM  AS  A 
USO  SHOW? 

YES  □  □  NO 

From  this  question  we  hope  to  derive  answers  to  the 
following  questions:  Do  our  men  in  foreign  wars  deserve 
this  type  of  punishment?  How  far  can  a  bad  joke  go?  Where 
does  the  government  store  its  used  dental  floss?  Can  cows 
really  reach  the  moon  at  a  less  cost  than  the  Spcae  Agency? 
Do  the  Arab  armies  oil  their  weapons  with  mayonnaise? 
Should  President  Nixon  use  Vespray  rather  than  the  rool-on 
deoderant? 
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May  14,  1980 
Saigon 

Premier  Thieu  today  an- 
nounced the  virtual  Viet- 
namization  of  Vietnam  is  now 
complete  with  plans  for  a  new 
Saigon  Hilton,  three  new  Mc- 
Donald's hamburger  stands 
and  fourteen  military  bases  for 
the  protection  of  the  people. 
The  completion  date  is  set  for 
the  removal  of  the  last  U.S. 
C.I.A.  agents. 


ff&MrtS  op  A 


Q:  What  do  you  call  a  Com- 
munist who's  on  LSD? 
A:  A  redhead. 


"Well,  Warden,  we  finally  did  it!  This 
vicious  criminal  is  Ed,  the  most  in- 
famous con  in  the  East!" 


There  has  to  be  intelligent  life 
elsewhere  in  the  Universe- 
otherwise,  they  would  have  sent 
emissaries  here  years  ago! 
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"YAHOO  has  been  shown  to  be  an  value  when  used  in  a  conscientiously 
effective  decay-preventive  men-  applied  program  of  mental  hygiene 
tifrice  that  can  be  of  significant     and  regular  professional  care." 

Council  on  Mental  Therapeutics — American  Mental  Association 


. .  ADO  THBSe  3l(,V€£-COA-reP 

Abound,  took  Rowies,  Piateo 

L£FT  AU  SofcTS  ©F  W€fcP 
BEUiMP  U>HSU  THBW  l&ofc  GfF... 


Student  Power 

Or,  How  The  Senate  will  Change  the  World 


"Well  folks,  this  is  your 
YAHOO  Sports  Reporter,  Dan 
Madden,  on  hand  with  Bob 
Northshield,  here  today  to 
cover.  .  .ah.  .  .er.  .  .what  are 
we  covering  today,  Bob?1' 

"The  hard-hitting,  bone- 
crunching  action  of  the 
Student  Senate  Elections." 

"That's  right,  Bob,  it's  a 
beautiful  night  here  in  the 
Senate  Chambers.  The  lights 
are  on  and  it's  about  120 
degrees  on  the  playing  floor, 
with  a  thin  haze  of  back-room 
cigar  smoke  that  could  affect 
the  players'  vision.  But  other 
than  that,  it's  a  beautiful  night 
for  an  ego  contest." 

"Can  you  fill  us  in  on  the 
color,  Bob?" 

"Yes.  Tonight  we  have 
Elters'  Freaks  going  against 
Sheehan's  Guys  in  the  season's 
Big  One,  the  Super-Bowl  of 
Undergraduate  Officialdom, 
the  election  for  the  Senate 
Presidency.  Elters,  as  you 
know,  has  been  Assistant 
Commissioner  of  the  league 
and  is  going  for  the  Biggie 
tonight.  He's  done  a  yeoman's 
job  of  getting  the  team  in  shape 
following  former  manager 
Mark  Smith's  recent  send-down 
to  the  minors.  Known  af- 
fectionately as  'Out-in-the- 
Streets'  Elters  by  his  players, 
this  ace  doper  and  former  draft 
card  burner  will  be  wearing  a 
true  blue  blazer  tonight  with 
insipid  necktie." 

"And  how  about  the  op- 
position, Bob?" 

"Well,  Dan,  Sheehan,  known 
for  his  versatility  and  ability  to 
rapidly  shift  from  one  position 
to  another  as  the  vote  demands, 


has  really  turned  on  the  charm 
for  this  one.  Known  as  a  long- 
distance player,  his  career  has 
been  plagued  by  injuries- 
many  to  the  head  and  some  to 
the  lower  extremities.  He's 
been  in  this  one  since  the 
beginning,  struggling  against 
overwhelming  odds  with  his 
characteristic  devil-may-care 
elitism  that  has  made  him  the 
darling  of  his  three  fans. 
Tonight  he's  in  puke  green  with 
close-cropped  locks." 

"I  hate  to  interrupt.  Bob,  but 
play  has  already  begun.  Elters 
has  delivered  a  strong  feint  to 
the  Right,  followed  by  an 
outrageous  promise  to  the  Left, 
and  an  over-the-tackle  play 
through  the  Administration.  He 
seems  to  be  heavily  influenced 
by  the  Rubin-Hoffman  com- 
bination of  fictitious  action." 

"That's    true,    Dan,  but 


Sheehan  has  countered  with 
strong  verbal  ossification, 
coupled  with  an  appeal  to 
decency  and  a  dazzling  smile  to 
the  ladies.  His  strategy  seems 
to  be  to  disarm  the  opposition 
by  putting  them  to  sleep." 

"O.K.,  Bob,  this  could  be  a 
close  one.  The  jury  is  still  out 
and  it's  still  anybody's  office." 

"I  think  I  see  the  results 
coming  in." 

"Yes,  and  here  they  are.  In  a 
smashing  upset,  Oz  Tippo, 
known  as  the  Whitmore  Wiz, 
has  been  chosen  to  not  only  fill 
the  Senate  Presidency,  but  to 
enlarge  the  Trinity  to  a 
Quartet." 

"Well,  that's  really 
something,  Dan.  By  the  way,  in 
other  action  tonight,  the 
Campus  Brownies  took  it  on  the 
chin  again  as  the  Right-Wing 
Incompetents  elected  their 
man,  Pat  Battery  to  the  Vice- 
Ship." 

"And  that's  it  for  this  week 
from  YAHOO  Sports  Central. 
Read-in  the  next  issue  for  the 
big  SDS-KKK  Bigot-Riot  Bowl, 
and  good  night  from  Nurem- 
burg,  Germany." 


LOVE    IT  OR    LEAVE    IT,  INJUN" 


8 


May  1970 


Mr  I 


cMkto  he  ^aAmA  \  \  one  dou  he 

iV  vamlS  4  re***/    I  1  uiqs  cfcufcs  ^ 

1  irv  efmHfcrp* 


(0 


0  mc<r\  co-ed  £ro**v 


CAIAC155 


o>kdt  roUpK 


)^p4r4  0"vQSS 


co-ed 


his  \*>v**ss. 


Once  &Gr6  cogs 
4  fox4fflN*% 


U.D.A. 
AWARDS 


The  first  annual  University 
Distinguished  Achievement 
Awards  were  presented  in  the 
YAHOO  office  late  next  week 
before  a  wildly  cheering  crowd 
of  eleven.  Called  the  "Oswald" 
by  award  recipients,  the  bronze 
statue  awarded  University 
liminaries  for  their  outstanding 
achievements  during  the  past 
year  is  officially  labeled  as 
litter  by  the  Amherst  sewerage 
department. 

This  year's  winners  are: 

JOHN  LEDERLE,  for  best 
performance  by  a  washed-up 
President.  Lederle  was  not 
visible  at  the  award  ceremony 
and  Oswald  Tippo  accepted  the 
award  for  him. 

OSWALD  TIPPO,  Best  male 
lead  in  a  comedy  for  his  stirring 
quote    of    February  18th, 


Sorry,  uh,  Mr.  Kichaelangelo , 
but  I  don't  see  how  we  can 
give  you  an  independant  study 
program  just  to  paint  a  lousy 
ceiling. . . 


"Sometimes  sex  isn't  all  that 
important." 

HARVEY  "THE  TAB" 
SCHULTZ,  for  best  per- 
formance by  a  resident  dealer 
on  campus.  He  set  a  UMass 
record  by  swallowing  86  grams 
of  hash  just  before  his  room 
was  busted.  The  award  was 
presented  posthumously. 

FRANK  BOYDEN,  For 
sleeping  through  7  straight 
Trustee  meetings  without 
leaving  the  Whitmore  Board 


wow  nuvr  vou'fc£ 
*  Liberated,'  umem 
Afl£  Woo  Go/*>6  to 
G€t  a  uob ? 


room.  The  award  may  have 
been  presented  posthumously. 

CYNTHIA  OLKEN,  For  not 
doing  anything  for  seven 
straight  Board  of  Trustees 
meetings. 

JOEL  STONEHAM,  For  best 
performance  by  a  Dining 
Commons  Executive  when  he 
tasted  last  Thursday's  braised 
beef  on  noodles  and  quit. 
Award  was  presented 
posthumously. 

METAWAMPE,  For  best 
performance  by  a  resident 
muse  as  he  correctly  predicted 
the  score  of  the  Student  Senate 
elections.  It  was  his  first 
correct  prediction  in  three 
years,  but  informed  sources 
close  to  the  tripping  Indian  say 
that  the  muse  cheated. 
KENNETH  W.  JOHNSON,  For 
best  performance  by  a 
University  treasurer  in  the  title 
role  in  "I  Made  a  Million  at 
UMass." 

And  finally,  the  Academy 
presented  a  special  award,  "the 
Oswald  of  the  Decade,"  to  the 
man  it  considered  the  most 
influential  at  this  University 
during  the  past  decade: 

ALEXANDER  "RED" 
BLASKO,  for  growing  the  best 
dope  in  the  Connecticut  River 
Valley. 
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(continued  from  page  11) 
minutes  passed  and  they  came 
to  the  waterfall.  Stopping  to 
peer  into  it,  a  thrashing  sound 
came  from  over  their  heads, 
and  a  tiny  robin  fell  to  earth  a 
few  feet  away  from  them.  They 
ran  up  to  it  and  slowly, 
carefully,  picked  it  up.  Its  wing 
was  broken.  They  delicately  put 
it  back  down  on  the  ground  ;  the 
boy  tore  off  a  piece  of  his  shirt 
and  handed  it  to  the  girl.  As  he 
stooped  down  and  held  the  wing 
in  place,  she  carefully  wrapped 
the  cloth  around  it.  After  an 
hour's  wait,  the  bird  slowly 
began  to  wobble  around.  They 
were  kissing  each  other  in  glee 
when  a  voice  exploded  over  the 
outdoor  intercom  system: 
"President  Peartree  speaking. 
All  students  immediately 
report  to  Love  Lawn !  This  is  an 
emergency!  I  repeat!  This  is  an 
emergency!"  They  rushed  off, 
holding  hands.  Arriving  on  the 
scene,  they  found  the  lawn 
overflowing  with  the  entire 
Student  body. 

President  Peartree  stood  in 
the  middle  of  the  naked  horde 
on  an  elevated,  white  platform. 
He  held  a  letter  in  his  hand 
which  he  intermittently  shook 
at  his  audience.  "They  want  us 
off  our  land,"  he  yelled  angrily. 
"The  town  of  Newcenter  is 
kicking  us  off.  They  finally 
found  a  legal  way  of  doing  it. 
What  they've  done  is  lease  our 
land  to  a  big,  national  super- 
market chain,  the  'Stop  and  P'. 
Anyways,  in  this  letter  they're 
warning  us  that  if  we're  not  off 
their  land  in  twenty-four  hours, 
they're  going  to  call  in  the 
national  guard  and  police  to 
blast  us  off."  An  angry  roar 
arose  from  the  audience.  He  put 
up  his  arms,  calming  them 
down.  "Now  I've  gathered  you 
here,"  he  said,  continuing,  "to 
put  this  one  question  before 
you:  do  we  leave  or  do  we 

(continued  on  page  12) 
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|  What  Sort  of  Man  Reads 


He's  his  own  man.  An  individualist.  And 
he  can  afford  to  express  himself  with  style- 
in  everything  from  the  girls  he  dates  to 
the  way  he  dresses. 

(Sources:  1968  Roberts  and  R.I.P.) 
New  York  Tokyo 
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(continued  from  page  11) 

stay?"  "Stay!"  the  crowd 
roared.  They  kept  repeating  the 
word  until  it  gradually  turned 
into  a  chant.  The  president 
waited  until  their  frenzy  died 
down  and  then  spoke  softly  into 
the  microphone:  "We'll  sleep 
here  tonight  and  meet  them  in 
the  morning." 

Hearing  these  words,  the 
three  town  councilors  perched 
on  a  nearby  Elm  tree  scurried 
down  and  ran  to  their  car. 
"Those  fucking  hippies  have 
had  it  now,"  one  of  them  said  to 
the  other  two.  "Wait  till  mayor 
Fielding  hears  about  this!  He'll 
show  'em.  Damn  well  serve 
them  right  too.  What  good  have 
they  ever  done  for  the  com- 
munity?" The  other  two  men 
grunted  in  assent. 

The  next  morning  the 
sleeping  residents  of  Love 
Lawn  were  awoken  by  the 
sound  of  treading  tanks  backed 


Yahoo  photo  by  Vin  Mitchell 

by  singing  police  gripping  the 
leashes  of  their  specially- 
trained  killer  hounds.  The  tanks 
silently  encircled  the  group. 
After  they  were  all  in  position, 
the  hatch  on  one  of  them  slowly 
opened  and  Mayor  Fielding 
squeezed  himself  out  onto  the 
deck  with  a  loudspeaker  in  his 
hand.  He  majestically  brought 
it  to  his  lips.  "You  all  have  five 
minutes  to  clear  the  area  before 
we  open  fire.  Let  me  make  that 
quite  clear.  In  five  minutes, 
we're  going  to  open  fire." 
Everyone  in  the  group  laughed. 
That  was  something  he  could 
never  do.  Somebody  started 
singing  "We  Shall  Overcome" 
and  one  by  one,  everybody 
joined  in.  In  an  effort  to  drown 
them  out,  the  police  started 
singing  louder  and  louder. 
However,  "We  Shall  Over- 
come" finally  prevailed  over 
the  police's   "Home  on  the 

(continued  on  page  12) 


A  woman  went  to  the  market 
one  day  to  purchase  a  rabbit  for 
her  family's  dinner.  The  one 
she  selected  had  been  skinned 
from  neck  down,  but  the  head 
still  had  a  few  tufts  of  fur  on  it. 
On  the  way  out  of  the  store,  the 
woman  tripped  and  fell  down, 
spilling  the  rabbit,  which  fell 
between  her  legs. 

Just  then,  a  drunk  who  had 
been  walking  by  stopped  and 
took  in  the  scene.  Looking  down 
at  the  rabbit  between  the 
woman's  legs,  he  said  "Don't 
cry,  lady.  It  would've  been  an 
idiot  anyway— look  at  those 


ears! 


A  research  professor  named  Mundt 

Was  a  fan  of  the  flicks  of  Al  Funt: 

Hiding  camera  in  broom, 

In  the  ol'  ladies'  room, 

He  got  great  candid  shots  of  the  ceiling. 

SS  Pres  and  Trustee  was  Cindi 

Her  speeches  were  quite  long  and 

windy 

One  day  she'd  be  mad, 

The  next  she'd  be  sad 

Saying  "Please,  please  don't  rescind 

me." 
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STUDY 


Why  men  in  Military,  Security,  Police,  FBI,  CIA,  Credit, 
Insurance,  Accounting  and  Government 

INFORMING 

IN  SPARE  TIME 

as  a  way  to  increased  earnings 

Whatever  your  present  position— whatever 
your  goals  for  the  future,  you  can  multiply  your 
opportinities  for  rapid  promotion,  big  income 
and  prestige  through  LaSail  stool  pigeon  training 
at  home. 

A  knowledge  of  finking  is  regarded  today  as  indispensable 
equipment  in  every  activity  of  life.  The  greatly  increased 
role  of  government  in  spying,  the  many  new  problems  of  law 
involving  taxes,  insurance,  war,  drugs,  narcotics,  and  much 
more — all  require  and  informer  who  can  make  day-to-day 
eavesdropping  effectively.  That  is  why  leading  ad- 
ministrations and  corporations  seek  out  such  men  and 
reward  them  with  top  salaries. 

You  can  master  squealing  easily  and  enjoyably  at  home, 
school,  or  the  office — at  remarkably  low  cost — learning  who 
will  buy  what  information  at  which  price — under  the 
supervision  of  LaSail's  distinguished  police  faculty. 
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Do  You  Want  Savings  Stamps  Too? 
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